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To make magic, Gom, really great magic, you need knoswledge, and
the poarer of mind and will A preat wizard collects many tools, and
dewvelops the strength to wield them.

—Harga the Brown




CHAPTAR ONG

Ok LAY ON HIS BACK, LISTENING HE
was not alone. He could feel the other presence prob-
ing the darkness, searching. . . . A speck of light
sparked above h1s head. He blinked, and locked apain. The light flared,
then condensed to form a ghostly skull that fleated, hollow sockets fixed
upon him.

“Flatakt”

As Gom spoke the name, aold touched his fingertips, crawled through
his hand, and up his arm. Katak’s deathsleep! He reached for his wizard
mothers rune to ward it off—oct there, of course. Move, Gom urged
himself. Move, while you can, before you freeze entirely! He tred to sit
up, but couldnt. He tried to call out, but his lips were clamped. Fear
rushed through, a burst of hot panic, unlodking his paralysis . .

Gom sat up in bed, his heart pounding. He raised his eyes apprehen-
stvely to the darkness abowve Dlothing Yet moments before, that pale
skull, the form in <which the alien shapechanger usually appeared, had
howered over him, and its evil aold had crawled up his arm, and into his




chest, toward his heart,

Katak, Spohr: shape-changer. Heref

o raised his left hand, felt its icy aoldness.

His eyes adjusting to the night dark, Gom locked about the walls of
his tiny bedchamber, thinking of the deep place under the Sound, where
he and the sea serpent Ganascz had trapped Fatak and shut him away
with the Spohr’s own seal-spell. Had Katak somehcosr gotten free of the
kundalara and found Gom out?

Aghl Gom crossed his arms over his chest, mibbing his ribs in brisk
dismissal Hadn’t Harga reassured him that Katak would stay safely put?
And hadn’t Ganasce puaranteed it? This had been but anightmare Hadnt
his last wiaking thought been of the Spohr? As for the numbed hand—
Gotm leaned down, felt the floor There! His armn had been dangling over
the side of his cot; his fingers resting on the flagstone. But yet . . . Gom
hugged himself again, rocking back and forth. Those dark sodkets, that
empty stare . ..

Dowwrn in the cavern under the IMorthern Sound, a5 Som had aouched
in the protective coils of Ganasczs fail, that same cold had stolen over the
pairof them. And had it not been for Hargas rune, they might be there still.

Fear increased. Freed, would Katak really seek him cut? That other
tme, Fatak had scught the rune that Gom® mother, Harga the Brown,
had left with him on the day of his birth. But Harga had it back, so that
aculdn’t drawr the evil one.

Gom wasn’t entirely comforted.

He reached up to the bedrail for the belt his wizard mother had given
him, and opened the pouch. His fingers encountered a small alver ring.
More than ring: it was key, 2 magic key to Harga’s domain. Mudging it
aside, Gom took out a pendant, a small crystal with a tiny gold flake
etnbedded within it—ancther gift from Harga at their parting This crys-
tal was nowhere near as powerful as her rune, for that stone had aco-
mulated so much magicover many years. But Foatak might yet come after
it. The Spohr sought gems of all kinds, whether invested wwith magic or
fiot, hadnt Ganascz said?
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T Katak w5 giter mame why doas he wani your ireasures™

“Becanse .. from precos gold and scler and preceless germstorrs o5 mnch magu
made. "

Fatak wras going to need a great deal of magical power to fulfill his aim
on Ulm. Ahl Gom shook his head. He was giving himself far too mudch
importancel There wete tany gemstones in the wotld of tmuch greater
value than Gom’ crystall Predous jewels belonging to the rich, rmine-
stones belonging to the Hierarchy Katak would be far more interested in
them, Gom told himself, but hewas still not reassured. What if the Spohr
sought revenge for Gom’s shutting him sway? It might be wise to keep
that dream in mind.

Abang on the door made him jump. “He, boy! Only one hour to dawrn
and there’s much to do before then! Up, up and stir yourselfl™

Folgan.

Gom stuffed the crystal back in his pouch, not daring to wear it in the
wizard’s company, then he tumbled out of bed, and pulled on his clothes.
His newwr wizard master was calling him out to begin the first official day
of his apprenticeship. Gom dlipped through into the kitchen to find the
man fully dressed and waitin g,

At the sight of the wizard standing there in 2 dean gray pown, with
long gray locks and beard neatly brushed, Gom felt crumpled and shab-
by, even scruffy He was sware of his own traveksorn shirt and breeches,
his dusty boots, hastily tied. He had not washed as yet, of course, and his
dark browmn har studk cut in dumps all over. He pulled him self up to his
full height—=yxhich was not much, raked his tangled mop back with his
fingers, and faced his new master square on.

“Humph. Asdleep, eh? On your first night here?”

"o, sir. Twrasn’t)” Gom began, but Folgan was off and running through
awellworn homily which hewasnt about to change on Gom’ acoount.

“In toy day, apprentices never slept the first night They were excited,
gager to start work™ Polgan pulled on his beard, locked deorrn at Gom
from under his brows “But times have changed, and things arent as they
used to be. Ch,well™ He thrust a sheet of paperunder Gom™ nose. “Your
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list of early chores. Hurry, o we'll be eating our breakfast at dinner™

“But—" Gom stared down, dismayed. “T—I can’t read, sir™

“Can’t—" The wizard frowned. “Harga the Brown son, unable to
read

Gom opened his mouth to protest, closed it again. Harpa had not had
chance to teach him anything, but he aouldn® say so, couldnt say a word
about his mother’s business, not to this man, not to anyone.

“Makes me wonder, boy, why she was so anxious to get rid of you, to
foist you onto some other mage. Ch, well, I suppose now youte here, you
tnight as well get on™ Bolgan raised the list to read it out. “Remember
each thing, for TNl say it only once: first youll feed and let out the horses.
Then fetch up logs from the pile by the doot, and water from the spring
down the mountainside. You might clean yourself up while woure at t—
vou lock a disgracel After wou come back, youll stir the fire and make
breakfast—and be quick about it “When its ready, you’ll summon me
from my wotkroom with this™ The wizard reached down a small brass
bell from the mantelshelf.

At mention of the wizards wotkroom, Gom’s interest perked up.
here do I find the wotkroommn , s

“You don't, boy” Folgan shook to the bell “Just stand in the dooraray
there and ring the thing Tll hear, T assure you. Mo get mowing, the day’s
already half gone™

It wras still not yet light when Gom carried fresh hay into the horses’
warm cave. stormifleet greeted him seepily. “How goes it

“Oh, wonderful? Gom grumbled. “PFolgan is all kindness, dent you
know?! He thought with lenging of The Jolly Fsherman bade in
Penllangoth. Of Essie the landlady, whe would now be bustling about the
kitchen, preparing breakfast for her customers. Of his friend Carrick the
master tinker lying in the athc room hed shared with Gom: a low, comfort-
able chamber with wide view of the lake Gom had felt so welaome there

"IMever mind ] Stormfleet said. “Better than nothing Just think: if wou
hadn’t been so quick—witted, yould not be anywhere™

True Gom patted the cito’s flank gratefully “You'll be 4l right ¥’
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stormfleet tossed his mane. “Right as rain” he said. “Hevron says we
have the run of the place When Polgan's not traveling, we may come and
go 2z we please. As soon a3 its light, Hevron i3 going to show me around ™

“Oh, realy” Gom said. "T'm very happy for you™

“You don’t look it™

Gom wasn't, much. Mot fair, that he should be penned up while
Stormfleet roamed the mountainside at willl And yet—that <wras a bit self-
ish. And perhaps unwise. Badk in Penlangoth, when the shoe had been
on the other foot, Stormfleet had gotten very restless ccoped up in Essie’s
stable. If the wild colt had not found his brief stay in that inn stall to his
liking, howr wras he going to take a seven-year stint in this lonely mountain
heler Still. “Youre born of the plains. You don’t like this kind of territo-
ty, remember?”

7 Stormileet said. “That <was then. Pm a seasoned traveler now™

Fheasoned traveler, indeed” Gomn was not impressed. “Only yesterday,
while we wete climbing up here, you almaost fell in a couple of places In
fact, that last time I thought youl refuse to move another step™

“T wras tired” Stormfleet said. “That’ all™

“INe, that's not all™ Gom ran his hand over Stormfleet’s sagging spine,
sadly remembering the onceswide and slippery back, black glossy aoat,
longlegs, the tell-tale silver ringmark on the brow Who would guess that
this sorrylocking old nag, with his knodi-knees, dull gray coat, and yel-
lowed rheumy eyes, was that proud, immortal cito? Such was the disguise
Harpa the Brown had laid on Stormfleet at the cite’s own request to pro-
tect him from thosewho sought him, espedally the Yul Einta Although
stormflest could mowe better than one might think, he still lacked his real
strength and grace and balance. D angercus, for Stormfleet to roam those
tricky slopes in his present state.

stormfleet arched his neck T can see exactly what you're thinking,
ot Gobblechud. Eest assured I watch my step™

“Please do,” Gom said, and made to say more, but bit his tongue. His
friend, wild and proud, and a cito into the barpain, didnt take kindly to
advice and admonitions.
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“Youte a regular bag of fret, arent you? Hewron blew gently on
Som?®s cheek “T promise you I'll watch where Stormfleet sets his hooves.
I'm not about to lose welcome company And anyway” the roan added,
“a cito i3 immortal, is it not®

Gom looked from Hevron to Stormfleet in alarm. “Tmmortality's not
procf again st a broken neck, Hevronl™

“Dh, don't fuss sof” Stormfleet stamped a foot. “T be finet”

“If you must worry'—Hevron butted Gom? shoulder—ock to
yourself: get badt upstairs, before my master comes to fetch woul”

Gom put his arm s about Stormfleet’s neds. “Enjoy yourself]” he mur-
mured. Turnin g about, he took up some three, four logs, and hanled them
insde, all the way up to the kitchen, his thoughts chuming. “What if
stormifleet should get stuck? “What if he should fall! Gom almost ran
back dowmn to beg the aolt to reconsider But there'd be no point. Yewwn

yeard” Stormfleet had to learn to go afield—and Gom must let him!
S

Folgan wras grumpy at breakfast, and in no mood for talk But when
hed finished his toast and tea, and filled a fat, black briar from 4 baccy
barrel on the mantelshelf, and lit it with a taper from the fire, the wizard
did show Gom the rest of the house

It reminded Gom of Harga's, for both were hollowed out under stone,
In both, the front hallwas the lowest level and theworkshop, the top. But
in between, Harga®s living space ran horizontally under alake island bluft,
making three lewels in all, while Polgan® chambers were stacked one
ghove the other almost vertically under granite rodi-face for full four
From Folgans entrance hall, way above—one hundred or more steps
abowe—uwras the kitchen. Gom tiny room, 2 converted larder, laybads of
it on the other sde of the chimney. Abowve the Kitchen, up another flight
of steep, uneven steps, was Folgan® bedchamber In it was 2 wide four-
poster bed that Gom was to make each day, and a-<washstand with a wide
blue bowl that Gom was to fill every mornin g with hot water. Eeside that
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stood a highdaddy arammed with clothes that Gom was to keep washed
and darned for Folgan.

Ower that chamber was the top and final level: Folgan’s workshop, but
Gom did not see it that day. It wwas barred by 2 stout oak deor across the
bottom stair—swrhich would remain ed barred, Folgan said, until Gom had
mastered his letters and numbers. Gom tried not to let that bother him.
After all if hewworked hard, it shouldnt take long, aweek or two, perhaps.
Then Folgan would have to let him up that stair to begin his real wotl at
last.

Allmorning, Gom obeyed Folgan® orders faithfully. For elevenses, he
made a hot vegetable broth with buttered crusts toasted at the hearth,
And he set a table fit for the Lake Lord himself. But if PFolgan was
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pleased, he didnt say so. The wizard only complained that the broth wras
not salty encugh, and that the toast was soggy

Mot truel Gom took 4 slice and snapped it in half. Really, the man
gyeswere everywhere locking for complaint! Gom washed the dishes fast,
eager for his first writing lesson. But he spent the afternoon washing the
dirty clothes from Polgan®s traveling pack, with no sigh of letter or num-
ber Gom tried not to mind. After all, the wizard had been saray from
home for several weeks. He must have some catching up to do

That night, Gotmn lay in his aot, locking through his narrowr window,
The deep skywas salted with stars. But he'd not find the one where Harga
was. ‘The Seven Realms were sttung like a bright nedkdace across the far
side of Ulm, over the southern seas Gom tock the aystal from his
pouch.

If at @y forme e stone showdd fash, close yorr hand abort of, and yowll stand once
wore &y fhe crysfal sty Alamoar If yow shondd B ackely or ofhenwise engaeed fhe
gold flake wall call yox with a wakeing dream, .

Mother,

If only the crystal would summon him to hetl Any moment, perhaps
the very next one, she might call him to meet her, face to face. Mot for
real, though. Gom sighed. Only afgmar. Only his mind wwrould travel, while
his body temained locked in deep undonsdousness in Folgan®s mountain
house And yetit would be better than nothing, as, alamar, he dimbed the
classy stair to speak with her in the bright beam of the Tamarith, won-
drous pillar of lwing arystal, shining starstone of encrmous power.

Toneliness settled ower him, cold a4z the air in his room.

W hery AL otherd [ hend

It could be long “Whele days on Ulm were a3 moments among the
stars, though Harga couldn’t explain why Yowning, Gom stowed @y his
arystal and lay down on his narrow cot. It was certainly <was firm! He
thought of his friend Mat—fprmer friend Mat. He pictured Mdat lying in
idle comfort in Bokar Riffiks house, having an easy time at Gom’
expense. The last time he'd seen Mat, Gom had been on his way to meet
his new master, Bokar Riffik. MMat had tricked Gom, sending him away
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from the meeting on an errand. By the time Gotn had finally returned,
EBokar Riffik had gone—with Mat in Gom™ place. And Gom had been
left for MMats intended master, Folgan. JTust wait until he met dat again—
Gom would tell him a thing or tweol Gom turned over, dismissing Mat
from his thoughts His mind drifted. He took to thinking of the dream
heid had the night before, of the death’s-head shining in the dark

Fatak Spedrn Evi entity from an alien star.

Gom grew apprehensive now. When he fell asleep, would the skull
reappear? The very idea jolted him wide swake again. He opened his eyes,
sow the solid shape of his staff leaning against the foot rail, the cutlin es
of the mountain creatures coiling up around the stodk, the little wooden
sparroww poised on top as though to fly His father, Stig, had carved it as
walking stick just before he died. Gom’ staff now it had been with him
on all his travels, comforted him, given him courage, and saved him from
tany 4 disaster. Like that first time, when, only days out of “Windy
Mountain, Fatak had attacked him in the shape of a skull-bird. That staff
had saved Goms life. His face softening, he recalled lying down to sleep
in the bear cave Then, the sparresy had magieally come to life, had spo-
ken with Harga’s woice. Back in the Dunderfosse, Gom had offered to
give his mother the staff a3 a memento of Stig, but to his great relief, she
had declined. Keep it, she'd said. It wrill make afinewizard®s staff one day.

Harga If only they could meet now. She'd reassure him. And he'd tell
her in turn, Don’tworry about me. Im with Folgan, as you wanted—{no
need to say how that had come aboutr—and I'm working to become the
wizard we need me to be, 2 match for Fatak, for sure

Agh, Gom looked uprrard defiantly A dream, that’s all it had been. An
crdinary nightmare. So . . . He lowered his gaze How come he still felt
uneasy? Gom tossed and tossed about, but couldn’t shake the fear What
it Katak had gotten out of his northern prison somehomwr?

The idea had been for Harga to teach Gotn magic, make him awizard
like her so that together they could guard against the Spohr, keep Fatak
from destroving Ulm. But Harga had been draen away against her will,
and o was left done without any magic, without the least ideawhat to
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do should he cotne face to face with Katak He could see himself nosr,
standing by the crystal stair, the death%-head hovering before him—on
the very threshold of the star-gate: whaf world e 4oF Gom shook his head
inte the pillew. In his mind% eye, he sz Ulm, itself a small bright starin
the sky And he saw him self racing to catch it before it fell into the reach
of Katals grasp.
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